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FF is ſtrange to think, in an age ſo addicted to the 


Muſes, how paſtoral poetry comes to be never ſo 


much as thought upon; conſidering eſpecially, that it 
has always been accounted the moſt conſiderable of 
the ſmaller poems: Virgil and Spencer made uſe of 
it as a prelude to heroic poetry. But fear the inno- 


cency of the ſubject makes it ſo little inviting at 


preſent. | 

There is no ſort of poetry, if well wrought, but 
gives delight, And the paſtoral perhaps may boaſt of 
this in a peculiar manner. For, as in painting, ſo I be- 
lieve, in poetry, the country affords the moſt entertain- 
ing ſcenes, and moſt delightful proſpects. 

Gaſſendus, I remember, tells us, that Piereſkius 
was a great lover of muſick, eſpecially that of birds; 
becauſe their artleſs {trains ſeem to have leſs of paſſion 
and violence, but more of a natural eaſineſs, and 
therefore do the rather befriend contemplation, It is 
after the ſame manner that Paſtoral gives a ſweet and 
gentle compoſure to the mind; whereas the Epick and 


Tragick poem put the ſpirits in too great a ferment by 


the vehemence of their motions, 


To ſee a ſtately, well built palace ſtrikes us, in- 


deed, with admiration, and {wells the ſoul, as it were, 

with notions of grandeur. But when I view a little 

country dwelling, advantageouſly lituated amidſt a 
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4 FREFACE. 

beautiful variety of fields, woods, and rivers, 1 feel an 
unſpeakable kind of ſatisfaction, and cannot forbear 
wiſhing, that my good fortune would place me in ſo 
ſweet a retirement. 


Theocritus, Virgil, and Spencer, are the only wri- 


ters, that ſeem to have hit upon the true nature of Pa- 
ſtoral poems; So that it will be honour ſufficient. for 
me, if I have not altogether fail'd in my attempt. 
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FIRST.PASTORAL. 


LOBBIN. 


F we, O Dorſet, quit the city throng 

To meditate in ſhades the rural ſong 
By your commands; be preſent : and, O, bring 
The muſe along! the muſe to you ſhall ſing. 
Begin a ſhepherd boy, one ev'ning fair, 
As weſtern winds had cool'd the ſultry air, 
When as his ſheep within their fold were pent, 
Thus plain'd him of his dreary diſcontent ; 
So pitiful, that all the ſtarry throng 
Attentive feem'd to hear his mournful ſong, 

Ah well a day! how long muſt I endure 
This pining pain? or who ſhall work my cure? 
Pond love no cure will have; ſeeks no repoſe; 


Delights in grief; nor any meaſure knows. 


And now the moon begins in clouds to riſe; 

The twinkling ſtars are lighted in the ſkies ;- 

The winds are huſh'd ; the dews diſtil; and fleep 

With ſoft embrace has ſeiz'd my weary ſheep, 

I only, with the prouling wolf, conſtrain'd 

All night to waſte. With hunger is he pain'd, 

And I with love. His hunger he may tame: 

But who in love can {top the growing flame? 
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6 PAS . 
Whilome did I, all as this pop'lar fair, 
Up-raiſe my heedleſs head, devoid of care, 
Mong ruſtick routs the chief for wanton game; 
Nor could they merry make *till Lobbin came. 
Who better ſeen, than I, in ſhepherds arts, 
To pleaſe the lads and win the laſſes hearts? 
How deffly to mine oaten reed ſo ſweet, 
Wont they, upon the green, to ſhift their feet ? 


And, when the dance was done, how would they yearn 


Some well deviſed tale from me to learn ? 

For, many ſongs and tales of mirth had I, 

To chace the lingring ſun adown the ſky. 

But, ah! ſince Lucy coy has wrought her ſpite 

Within my heart; unmindful of delight, 

The jolly grooms I fly; and all alone 

To rocks and woods pour forth my fruitleſs moan, 
Oh quit thy wonted ſcorn, relentleſs fair ! 

E're, ling'ring long, I periſh thro' deſpair. 


Had Roſalind been miſtreſs of my mind, 


Tho' not ſo fair, ſhe would have been more kind. 
O think, unwitting maid, while yet is time, 
How flying years impair our youthful prime! 
Thy virgin bloom will not for ever ſtay; 


And flow'rs, tho? left ungather'd, will decay. 


The flow'rs a new returning ſeaſons bring; 
But beauty faded has no ſecond ſpring. 

| My words are wind ! ſhe, deaf to all my cries, 
Takes pleaſure in the miſchief of her eyes, 
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And of freſh honey rob the thrifty bee: 


Ser * 1 
Like friſking heifers, looſe in flow'ry meads, : 
She gads where-e'er her roving fancy leads; | M 
Yet ſtill from me. Ah me, the tireſome chace! 1 | 4 
While, wing'd with ſcorn, ſhe flies my fond embrace. g 
She flies indeed: but ever leaves behind, __ : 
Fly where ſhe will, her likeneſs in my mind. E 


Ah turn thee then! unthinking damſel! why, 
Thus from the youth, who loves thee, ſhould'ſt thou fly? 
No cruel purpoſe in my ſpeed I bear: 
'Tis all but love ; and love why ſhould'ſt thou Fi 
What idle fears a maiden breaſt alarm 
Stay, ſimple girl! a lover cannot harm. 
Two kidlings, ſportive as thy ſelf, I rear; 
Like tender buds their ſhooting horns appear. 
A lambkin too, pure white, I breed, as tame, 
As my fond heart could with my ſcornful dame. 
A garland , deck'd with all the pride of May, 
Sweet as thy breath, and as thy beauty gay, 
I'll weave. But why theſe unavailing pains ? 
The gifis alike, and giver ſhe diſdains. 
O would my gifts but win her wanton heart! 
O could I half the warmth I feel impart! © + 
How would I wander every day to find 
The ruddy wildings ! were but Lucy kind, 
For grofly plumbs I'd climb the knotty tree, 


Or if thou deign to live a ſhepherdeſs, - 
Thou Lobbin's flock, and Lobbin ſhalt poſſeſs. 
A4 


1 PASTORAL S. 
Paair is my flock; nor yet uncomely IJ. 

1 I liquid fountains flatter not: and why - 

| | Should liquid fountains flatter us? yet ſhow | 
Ih be bord'ring flow'rs leſs beauteous than they grow. 
| | O come, my love! nor think th' employment mean, 


I The dams to milk, and little lambkins wean; 
To drive a-field by morn the fat'ning ewes, 


ED 7 - E're the warm ſun drinks up the cooly dews. 
3 How would the crook beſeem the beauteous hand! 
| | How would my younglins round thee gazing ſtand ! | 
Ah witleſs younglins ! gaze not on hereye, 1 
| - ,- Such heedleſs glances are the cauſe I die. | 
| |  _ Nor trow I when this bitter blaſt will end; E 
1 Orif kind love will ever me befriend. 1447 
| Sleep, ſleep, my flock ; for happy you may take 
1 Pour reſt, tho' nightly thus your maſter wake. 
| þ + Now, to the waining moon, the nightingale P 
| | E 1 In doleful ditties told her piteous tale. E 
| W The love · ſick ſhepherd liſt'ning found relief, 7 
| 9 | Pleas'd with ſo ſweet a partner in his grief: V 
= Till by degrees her notes and filent night ' "FH 
| 


| N To ſlumbers ſoft his heavy heart invite. | 
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E CON D PASTORAL. 


THENOT. COLINET. 1 


THENOF.- + #; 
HY cloudy looks why melting thys in tears, 
- Unſeemly, now that heav'n ſo blithe appears ? ? 
Why in this mournful manner art thou found, 
Unthankful lad, when all things ſmile around? 
Hear how the lark and linnet jointly ſing! 
Their notes ſoft-warb'ling to the gladſome ſpring. 
5 CoLINET. 
Thoꝰ foft their notes, not ſo my way ward fate: 
Nor lark would ſing, nor linnet in my ſtate. 
Each creature to his proper taſt is born; | 
As they to mirth and muſick, I to mourn. 
Waking, at midnight, I my woes renew, 
And with my tears increaſe the falling dew, 
| THENOT. 
Small cauſe, I ween, has luſty youth to plain 
Or who may then the weight of age ſuſtain, 
When, as our waining ſtrength does daily ceaſe, 
The tireſome burthen doubles its increaſe 
Yet tho? with years my body downwards tend, 
As trees beneath their fruit in autumnbend 
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= | My mind a chearful temper ſtill retains, I 
i | | Spite of my ſnowy head and icy veins: - . 
ö f | For, why ſhould man at croſs miſhaps rep ine 
N | Sour all his ſweet, and mix with tears his wine? 
9 | But ſpeak : for much it may relieve thy woe 
|  Tolet a friend thy inward ailment know. 
4: pe COLINET.. —-: | | 
1 Twill idly waſte thee, Thenot, a whole day, 
ö \ [ Should'ſt thou give ear to all my grief can ſay. . 
| f | Thy ewes will wander, and thy heedleſs lambs | 
U With loud complaints require their abſent dams. 
—_— - 2 PHENOT. 
| | | There's Lightfoot, he ſhall tend them cloſe; and J, 
j | | 4 'T'wixt whiles, -a-crofs the plain will glance mine eye. 
1 „ oon 8 8 ] 
i | | | Where to begin I know not, where to end : 
188 Scarce does one ſmiling hour my youth attend. 
= i! Tho' few my days, as my own fallies ſhow, 
. j [| ' = Yet all thoſe days are clouded ver with woe: 
MW | No gleam of happy ſun-ſhine does appear, | 
Tit ft - My low'ring ſky, and wintry days, to chear, 


PF 


My piteous plight, in yonder naked tree, 
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TAE That bears the thunder ſcar, too well I ſee : 
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338 Quite deſtitute it ſtands of ſhelter kind, 

14 The merk of ſtorms and ſport of ev'ry wind: 
1 Its riven trunk feels not th* approach of ſpring, 
FR Nor auy birds among the branches ſing. 
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No more beneath thy ſhade ſhall ſhepherds | 
With merry tale, or pipe, or pleafing ſong. : 436 
Unhappy tree! and more unhappy I! E 
From thee, from me, alike the ſhepherds fly. 
THENOT. 
| Sure thou in ſome ill-choſen hour waſt born, 
When blighting mi ſpoil the riſing corn 
7. Or when the moon, by witchcraft charm'd, foreſhows 
Thro' fad eclipſe a various train of woes, 
þ Untimely born, ill luck betides thee till, 
8. 1 OR | EOTINE T 7-5 vos 
And can there, Thenot, be a greater ill? ö 
and I. one. 
une eye. Nor wolf, nor fox, nor rot amongſt our ſneep; 
From theſe the ſhepherd's care his flock may keep: 
80 Againſt ill luck all cunning foreſight fails; | 
Whether we ſleep or wake, it nought 
COLINET. . 
pt feta Ah me the while ! ah me the luckleſs day ! 
| Ah luckleſs lad! the rather might I ſay. | : 
Unhappy hour! when firſt, in youthful bud, . 
I left the fair Sabrina's ſilver flood : N | | | 
Ah filly I! more filly than my ſheep, 1 
Which on thy flow'ry banks I once did keep. = 
Sweet are thy banks! oh when ſhall I once more 
g With longing eyes review thy flow'ry ſhore ? 
When, 1n the cryſtal of thy water, ſee 5 
My face, grown wan thro' care and miſery ? 
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When ſhall I ſee my hut, the ſmall abode 8 ] 
ö My ſelf had rais d and cover'd o'er with ſod? 
I! 4 'Tho' ſmall it be, a mean and humble cell, leis ; 
| 1 | Yer is there room for peace and me to dwell. | | 
bl. THENO T. 
i And what the cauſe that drew thee firſt away? 
14 From thy lov'd home what tempted thee to ſtray? 
I - i nn | 
| | A lewd deſire ſtrange lands and ſwains to know: 
1 Ah God! that ever I ſhould covet woe! 11 
With wand' ring feet unbleſs'd and fond of fame, 
* I ſought I know not what, beſides a name. 
THENOT. I 
Or, ſooth to ſay, did thou not hither roam E 
| In hopes of wealth, thou cou'd'ſt not find at home? 1 
A rolling ſtone is ever bare of mos 8 
And, to their coſt, green years old proverbs croſs. 4 
COLINET. 
Small need there was, in flatt'ring hopes of gain, \ 
To drive my pining flock athwart the plain 4 
1 To diſtant Cam: fine gain at length, I troõw, 1 
+ To hoard up to my ſelf ſuch deal of woe! d 
| 9 My ſheep quite ſpent thro? travel and ill fare, : 
I } And, like their keeper, ragged grow and bare: 
; | ' Here, on cold earth to make my nightly bed, | 
li} . And on a bending willow reſt my head. 4 Þ 
] 4 Tis hard to bear the pinching cold with pain, F 
ih | And hard is want to the unpractis'd ſwain: A 


PASTORKALS. 13 8 
, But neither want, nor pinching: cold is hard, 
To blaſting ſtorms of calumny compar'd: 
| Unkind as hail it falls, whoſe pelting ſnow'rs 2 
Deſtroy the tender herb and budding flow'rs. 
ww”, THENOT. 
Slander, weſhepherds count the greateſt wrong ; | 
For, what wounds ſorer than an evil tongue? 
Taj COLINET.. 
5 Untoward lads, who pleaſance take in ſpite, 
| Make mock of all the ditties I endite. 
In vain, O Colinet, thy pipe, ſo ſhrill, - 
Charms ev'ry vale, and gladdens ev'ry hill: 
In vain thou ſeek'ſt the cov'rings of the grove, 
In the cool ſhades to ſing the heats of love: | 
914 No paſſion, but rank envy, canſt thou move. 
Sing what thou wilt, ill nature will prevail; 02 == 
1 And ev'ry elf has ſkill enough to rail. | A 
But yet, tho' poor and artleſs is my vein, — | 
in, Menalcas ſeems to like my ſumple ſtrain; | 
And long as he is pleas'd to hear my ſong, = 
3. That to Menalcas does of right belong; = 
Nor night, nor day, ſhall my rude mulick ceaſe ; 
I aſk no more, ſo I Menalcas pleaſe. | 
THENOT, 
Menalcas, lord of all the neighb'ring plains, 
Preſerves the ſheep, and o'er the ſhepherds reigns. 3 
For him our yearly wakes and feaſts we hold, 2 
And chuſe the fatteſt firſtling from the fold, 
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He, good to all, that good deſerve, ſhall give 
Thy flock to feed, and thee at eaſe to live, 
Shall curb the malice of unbridled tongues, 

And with due praiſe reward thy. rural ſongs, 

: - + QDLINET. 
Firſt then ſhall li e birds forget to fly, - 

The briny ocean turn to paſtures dry, 

And ev'ry rapid river ceaſe to flow, 

E're I unmindful of Menalcas grow. 

THENOT, 
This night thy cares with me forget; and fold 
Thy flock with mine, toward th* injurious cold. 

Sweet milk and clotted cream, ſoft cheeſe and curd, 
With ſome remaining fruit of laſt year's hoard, 
Shall be our ev'ning fare: and for the night, 
Sweet herbs and moſs, that gentle ſleep invite. 
And now behold the ſun's departing ray 

O'er yonder hill, the ſign of ebbing day. 
With ſongs the jovial hinds return from plow, 

And unyoak' d heifers, pacing home ward, low, 
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THIRD PASTORAL. 


4 101 tection x 2 S'Ceb 4 
; jo = pare, ae, OE 
ALBINO. 
HEN Virgil thought no ſhame the Dorick reed 
To tune, and flocks on Mantuan plains to feed, 

With young Auguſtus name he prac'd his ſong; 
And Speacer, when amidſt the rural throng 
He carol'd ſweet, and graz'd along the flood 
Of gentle Thames, made ev'ry ſounding wood 
With good Eliza's name to ring around; 


Eliza's name on ev'ry tree was found. 


Since then, thro* Anna's cares at caſe we live, 
And ſee our cattle in full paſtures thrive ; 
Like them will I my flender muſick raiſe, 
And teach the vocal vallies Anna's praiſe, 8 
Mean time on oaten pipe a lowly lay, | 
While my kids brouze, obſcure in ſhades I play: 
Yet not obſcure, while Dorſet thinks not {corn 
To viſit woods, and ſwains ignobly born. 

Two country ſwains, both muſical, both young, 
In friendſhip's mutual bonds united long, 
Retir'd within a moſly cave, to ſhun 
The croud of ſhepherds, and the noon-day ſun, 


A melancholy thought poſſeſs d their mind: - 


Revolving now the ſolemn day they find, 
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Wi xs PASTORALS, 
; 1 When young Albino dy'd. His image dear = FE 
| l i Bede ws their cheek with many a trickling tear; 33 8 
WW To tears they add the tribute of their verſe;  _'* | A 
| | Theſe Angelot, thoſe Palin did rehearſe. Y 
1.46 | ANGELOT. E 
J Thus yearly circling by paſt times return 5 
And yearly thus Albino's fate we mourn: 14 
Albino's fate was early, ſhort his ſtay; 15 4 
How ſweet the roſe ! how ſpeedy the decay! 
Can we forget how ev'ry creature moan'd, A 
4 And ſympathizing rocks in echo groan'd, A 
l - Preſaging future woe, when, for our crimes, 80 
1 We loſt Albino, pledge of peaceful times? = 
1 The pride of Britain, and the darling joy + 
18 Of all the. plains and ey'ry ſhepherd boy. In 
1 No joyous pipe was heard, no flocks were ſeen, 1 
i | | Nor ſhepherds found upon the graſſy green A 
1 No cattle graz d the held, nor drunk the flood, 4 
U 1 No birds were heard to warble thro' the wood. | 
1 In yonder gloomy grove ſtretcht out he lay, 14. 
| 4 I His beauteous limbs upon the dampy clay, w 
| # . The roſes on his pallid cheeks decay'd, | . 
1 And o er his lips a livid hue diſplay d: No 
9 Bleating around him lye his penſive ſheep, | As 
vg And mourning ſhepherds come in crouds to weep ; In 
The pious mother comes, with grief oppreſs'd; As 


Ye, conſcious trees and fountains can atteſt 
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PASTORALS 
With what ſad accents, and what moving cries 
She fill'd the grove, and importun'd the ſkies; 
And ev'ry {tar upbraided with his death, 


When in her widow'd arms, devoid of breath, 


She claſp'd her ſon. Nor did the nymph for this 
Place in her dearling's welfare all her bliſs, 
And teach him young the Sylvan crook to wield, 
And rule the peaceful empire of the field. 

As milk- white ſwans on filver ſtreams do ſhow, 
And ſilver ſtreams to grace the meadows flow; 
As corn the vales, and trees the hills adorn, 


So thou to thine an ornament was born. 


Since thou, delicious youth, didſt quit the plains, 


Th' ungrateful ground we till with fruitleſs pains ; 


In labour'd furrows ſow the choice of wheat, 
And over empty ſheaves in harveſt ſweat : 
A thin increaſe our wholly ſubſtance yield, 
And thorns and thiſtles overſpread the field. 

How all our hopes are fled, like morning dew ! 
And we but in our thoughts thy manhood view, 
Who now ſhall teach the pointed ſpear to throw, 
To whirl the fling, and bend the ſtubborn bow ? 
Nor doſt thou live to bleſs thy mother's days, 
And ſhare the ſacred honours of her praiſe : 
In foreign fields to purchaſe endleſs fame, 
And add new glories to the Britith name. 

O peaceful may thy gentle ſpirit reſt 
And flow'ry turf lie light upon thy brealt; 
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No more, miſtaken Angelot, complain; 


rr 

Nor ſhrieking owl, nor bat fly round thy tomb, 

Nor midnight fairies there to revel come. ä 
PALIN. 


Albino lives, and all our tears are vain. 


And now the royal nymph, who bore him, deigns 


To bleſs the fields, and rule the ſimple ſwains, 
While from above propitious he looks down. 
For this the golden ſkies no longer frown, 
The planets ſhine indulgent on our ifle, 


And rural pleaſure round about us ſmile, 
Hills, dales and woods with {hrilling pipes reſound ; 
The boys and virgins dance with garlands crown'd, 


And hail Albino bleſt : the vallies ring 
Albino bleſt: O now ! if ever, bring 


Ihe laurel green, the ſmelling eglantine, 


And tender branches from the mantling vine, 
The dewy cowſlip, that in meadow grows, 
The fountain violet and garden roſe : 

Your hamlets ſtrew, and ev'ry publick way, 
And comecraie to mirth Albino's day. 
My ſelf will laviſh all my little ſtore, 
And deal about the goblet, flowing o'er : 
Old Moulin there ſhall harp, young Mico ſing, 
And Cuddy dance the round amidit the ring, 
And Hobbinol his antic gambols play. 

Fo thee theſe honours yearly will we pay, 


} 


11 


When we our ſhearing feaſt and harveſt keep, 
o ſpeed the plow, and bleſs our thriving ſheep, 
While mallow kids and endive lambs purſue ; 
ile bees love thyme, and locuſts ſip the dew; 8 
ile birds delight in woods their notes to ſtrain, 
Thy name and ſweet memorial ſhall remain. 
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FOURTH PAS TO RAL. 


5 A 
MICO. ARGOL. | N 

Al 

MICO. Su 

HIS place may ſeem for ſhepherds leiſure made, Ve 

So lovingly theſe elms unite their head. M 

Th' ambitious woodbine, bow it climbs, to breathe An 
Its balmy ſweats around on all beneath ! An 


The ground with graſs of cheerful green beſpread, 
Thro? which the ſpringing flow r up- rears its head, Ab 
Lo here the king - cup. of a golden hue, 


Medly'd with daiſies white, and endive blue, So 

Hark how the gaudy gold-finch, and the thruſh, 0 
With tuneful warblings fill that bramble-buſh ! For 
In pleaſing conſorts all the birds combine, 0 
And tempt us in the various ſong to join. 5 h 


Up, Argol, then; and to thy lip apply 
Thy mellow pipe, or vocal muſick try: 


' And, ſince our ews have graz d, no harm, if they 0 
Lie round and liſten, while their lamkins play. \ n 
ARGOL. Faſl 

The place indeed gives pleaſance to the eye; 0 


And pleaſance works the ſinger's fancy high: 


P A'S ORA LS,. 21 
The fields breathe ſweet; and now the gentle breeze 
Moves ev'ry leaf, and trembles thro? the trees. 
At. So ſweet a ſcene ill ſuits my rugged lay, | 
And better fits the muſick thou canſt play. 
| MICo. 
No ſkill of muſick can I, ſimple ſwain, 

No fine device thine ear to entertain; | | 

Albeit ſome deal I pipe, rude tho' it be, 

Sufficient to divert my ſheep and me, 
made, et Colinet (and Colinet has ſkill) 
My fingers guided onthe tuneful quill, 
eathe And try'd to teach me on what ſounds to dwell, 

And where to fink a note, and where to ſwell. ; 
ad;  ARGOL. 
ead. Ah Mico! half my flock would I beſtow, 

Would Colinet to me his cunning ſhow. 

So trim his ſonnets are, I prithee ſwain, 
ſh, ow give us once aſample of his ſtrain : 
For, wonders of that lad the ſhepherds ſay, - 
ow ſweet his pipe, how raviſhing his lay : 
he ſweetneſs of his pipe and lay rehearſe, 
nd aſk what gift thou pleaſeſt for thy verſe. 

Mido. 

hey Since then thou liſt, a mournful ſong I chuſe; 
| \ mournful ſong becomes a mournful muſe, 

Faſt by a river, on a bank he fat, 
e; o weep a lovely maid's untimely fate, 
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1 PASTORALS. 


Fair Stella hight : a lovely maid was ſhe, y 
Whoſe fate he wept ; a faithful ſhepherd he. A 
Awake my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs _ Wit 
Fair Stella's dea :h and Colinet's diſtreſs, 2 
1 O woful day! O day of woe! quoth he; M 
1 And woful I, who live the day to ſee! R 
5 That ever ſhe could die ! O moſt unkind, | A 
1 I 0o go, and leave thy Colinet behind IN. 
And yet, why blame I her? full fain would he, Fe 
. With dying arms, have claſp'd her ſelf to me: BT 
fi | _ I claſp'd her too; but death was all too ſtrong, 
W Nor vows, nor tears, could fleeting life prolong. = F 


i | | "Teach me to grieve, with bleating moan, my ſheep ; 
= Teach me, thou ever-flowing ſtream, to weep; FT 
# | Teach me, ye faint, ye hollow winds to ſigh; T 
i | | And let my ſorrows teach me how to die: 5 O. 
A | Nor flock, nor ſtream, nor winds, can e'er relieve W 
b | A wretch like me, for ever born to grieve. 14 
„ 1 Awake my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs 1 IM 
4 Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs, A 
}; | Ye brighter maids, faint emblems of my fair, Ur 
a | With looks caſt down, and with diſhevel'd hair, v 
P | In bitter anguiſh beat your breaſts, and moan I Ne 
|! a Her hour untimely, as it were your own, Ne 
. Alas ! the fading glories of your eyes Tl 
In vain we doat upon, in yain you prize: |} al 


1 For, tho* your beauty rule the filly ſwain, 
* And in his heart like little queens you reign; Ar 


jeep; 


ve 


» 


Yet death will even that ruling beauty kill, 

As ruthleſs winds the tender bloſſoms ſpill, 

If either muſick's voice, or beauty's charm, 
Could make him mild, and ſtay his lifted arm 
My pipe her face, her face my pipe ſhould ſave, 
Redeeming thus each other from the grave, 

Ah fruitleſs wiſh ! cold death's up-lifted arm 
No mulick can perſuade nor beauty charm : 


5 J Th a, 4 
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For ſee (O baleful fight !) ſee where ſhe lies ! 8 | 


rn 
n 


The budding flow'r, unkindly blaſted, dies. 
Awake my pipe; in ev'ry note expreſs 
Fair Stella's death, and Colinet's diſtreſs. 
Unhappy Colinet! what boots thee now 
To weave freſh garlands for the damſel's brow ? 
Throw by the lilly, daffadil and roſe ; _ 
One of black yew, and willow pale, an. 
With baneful henbane, deadly night-ſhade dreſt; 
A garland, that may witneſs thy unreſt. 
My pipe, whoſe ſoothing ſound could paſſion move, 
And firſt taught Stella's virgin heart to love, 
Untun'd, ſhall hang upon this blaſted oak, 
Whence owls their dirges ſing, and ravens croak : 
Nor lark, nor linnet, ſhall by day delight, 
Nor nightingale divert my moan by night; 
The night and day ſhall undiſtinguiſn d be 
Alike to Stella, and alike to me. 
Thus ſweetly did the gentle ſhepherd king, 
And heavy woe within ſoft numbers bring : 
B 4 
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24 PASTORAL: S$. 
And now that ſheep-hook for my ſong I crave. 
+ ARGOL 5 

Not this, but one much fairer ſhalt thou have 6 
f ſeaſon'd elm; where ſtuds of braſs appear, 
To ſpeak the giver's name the month and year; 
The hook of poliſh'd ſteel, the handle turn'd, 
And richly by the graver's {kill adorn d. 

O Colinet, how ſweet thy grief to hear 
How does thy verſe ſubdue the lift 'ning ear! 
Not half ſo ſweet are midnight winds, that move 
In drowſie murmurs o'er the waving grove ; 
Nor dropping waters, that in grots diſtil, 
And with a tinkling ſound their caverns fill: 
So ſing che ſwans, that in ſoft numbers waſte 
Their dying breath, and warble to the laſt : 
And next to thee ſhall Mico bear the bell, 
That can repeat thy peerleſs verſe ſo well. 

Hut ſee; the hills increaſing ſhadows caſt : 
The ſun, 1 wean, is leaving us in haſte : 
His weakly rays but glimmer thro' the wood, 
And blueiſh miſts ariſe from yonder flood, 
. Vw! 
Then ſend our curs to gather up the ſheep : 


Good ſhepherds with their flocks betimes ſhould ſleep 


For, he that late lies down, as late will rife, 
And, ſluggard like, till noon- day ſnoring lyes, 
While in their folds his injur'd ews complain, 


And after dewy paſtures bleat in vain. 
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FIFTH PASTORAL. 


— 


'CUDDY. 


N rural trains we firſt our muſick try, 
- And, baſhful, into woods and thickets fly, 
Diſtruſtful of our ſkill. Yer, if thro' time | 
nove Our voice improving gain a pitch ſublime, 
Thy growing virtues, Sackvil, {hall engage ö 
My riper verſe, and my more ſettled age. 
| The ſun now mounted to the noon of day, 
e: Began to ſhoot direct his burning ray, 
When, with the flocks, their feeders ſought the ſhade 
A venerable oak, wide-ſpreading, made. 
What ſhould they do to pals the loit'ring time? | 
| As fancy led, each form'd his tale in ryhme: | | 
And ſome the joys; and ſome the pains of love, B 
3 And ſome to ſet our ſtrange adventures ſtrove; 
| The trade of wizzards ſome, and Merlin's ſkill, = 
And whence to charm ſuch empire o'er the will. | a 


ts. 
0 


p: |} Then Cuddy laſt (who Cuddy can excel, MF 
ould fleep 4 In neat device?) his tale began to tell. 5 | 5 
. When ſhepherds flouriſh'd in Eliza's reign! _ 1'8 
es, | There liv'd in great eſteem a jolly ſwain, 
in, Young Colin Clout ; who well could pipe and ſing; 


And by his notes invite the lagging ſpring. 
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He, as his cuſtom was, at leiſure laid 

In ſilent ſhade, without a rival play'd. 
Drawn by the magick of th' inticing ſound, 
What crouds of mute admirers flock'd around ! 


The ſteerlings left their food; and creatures wild 


By nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. 
He makes the birds in troops about him throng, 


And loads the neighb'ring branches with his ſong. 


Among the reſt, a nightingale of fame, 
Jealous, and fond of praiſe, to liſten came. 
She turn'd her ear ; and emulous,. with pride, 
Like echo, to the ſhepherd's pipe reply'd. 


The ſhepherd heard with wonder; and again, 


To try her more, renew d his various ſtrain. 

To all his various {train ſhe ſhapes her throat, 

And adds peculiar grace to ev'ry note, 

If Colin in complaining accents grieves, 

Or briſker motion to his meaſure gives; 

If gentle ſounds he modulates, or ſtrong, 

She, not a little vain, repeats his ſong 

But ſo repeats, that Colin half deſpis' 

His pipe and ſkill ſo much by others priz d, 

And ſweeteſt ſongſter of the winged kind, 

What thanks, ſaid he, what praiſes can I find 

To equal thy melodious voice? in thee 

The rudeneſs of my rural life I ſee; 

From thee I learn to vaunt no more my fill, 
Aloft in air ſhe fat provoking ſtill 


LAST Ok4L SS: 
The vanquiſh'd ſwain: provok'd at laſt, he 
To ſhew the little minſtrel of the grove 
His utmoſt art: if fo ſome ſmall eſteem | 
He might obtain, and credit loit, redeem. 
| He draws in breath, his riſing breaſt to fill 
Thro' all the wood his pipe is heard to ſhrill, 
From note to note in haſte his fingers fly z 
7 Still more and more his numbers multiply; 
And now they trill, and now they fall and riſe, 
And ſwift and flow they change, with ſweet ſurprize. 
| Attentive ſhe does ſcarce the ſounds retain, | 
But to her ſelf firſt cons the puzzling train; 
And tracing careful note by note, repays 
The ſhepherd, in his own harmomous lays; 
Thro' ev'ry changing cadence runs at length, 
And adds in ſweetneſs, what ſhe wants in ſtrength. 
Then Colin threw his fife diſgrac'daſide; 
| While ſhe loud triumph ſings, proclaiming wide 
. | Her mighty conqueſt, What could Colin more? 
A little harp of maple ware, he bore : | 
| | The harp it ſelf was old, but newly ſtrung, 
| Which uſual he a-croſs his ſhoulders hung. 
Now take, delightful bird, my farewel, 
He ſaid; and learn from hence, thou doſt excel 
No trivial artiſt, And at that he wound 
The murm' ring ſtrings, and order'd ev'ry ſound. 
Then earneſt to his inſtrument he bends, | 
And both his hands upon the ſtrings extends. 
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28 PAS ORA ES. 
The ſtrings obey his touch, and various move, 
The low'r anſw'ring ſtill to thoſe above. 

His reſtleſs fingers traverſe to and fro, 
And in purſuit of harmony they go; 
Now, lightly ſkimming, o'er the ſtrings they paſs, 

Like winds, that gently bruſh the plying graſs, 
And melting airs ariſe at their command : 


And now, laborious, with a weighty hand 


He finks into the cords with ſolemn pace, 

And gives the ſwelling tones a manly grace: 
Then, intricate he blends agreeing ſounds, 
While muſick thro? the trembling harp abounds. 
The double ſounds the nightingale perplex, 
And pos'd, ſhe does her troubled ſpirit vex. 

She warbles diffident, *twixt hope and fear, 
And hits imperfect accents, here and there. 
Then Colin play'd again, and playing ſung. 
She, with the fatal love of glory ſtrung, 

Hears all in pain: her heart begins to ſwell 

In piteous notes ſhe ſighs, in notes that tell 
Her bitter anguiſh, He, ſtill ſinging, plies 

His limber joints : her ſorrows higher riſe. 
How ſhall ſhe bear a conqu'ror, who before 

No equal, thro' the grove, in muſick bore ? 


She droops, and hangs her flagging wings, and moans, 


And fetches from her breaſt melodious groans. 
Oppreſs'd with grief at laſt, too great to quell, 
Down breathleſs onthe guilty harp ſhe fel]. 


noans, 


PAST ORALVS. 2: 
Then Colin loud lamented o'er the dead, 
And unavailing tears profuſely ſhed, 
And broke his wicked ſtrings, and curs'd his ſkill; 
And, beſt to make atonement for the ill, 
(If for ſuch ill atonement might be made) 
He builds her tomb beneath a laurel ſhade :; 
Then adds a verſe, and ſets with flow'rs the ground; 
And makes a fence of winding ofiers round : | 
A verſe and tomb is all I now can give, 
And here thy name at leaſt, he ſaid, ſhall live. 
Thus ended Cuddy with the ſetting ſun, | 
And by his tale unenvy'd praiſes won. 1 
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SIXTH PASTORAL 


GERON. HOBBINOL. LANO GET. 


GER ON. 


ow ſtill the ſea; behold ; how calm the fey ! 
And how, in ſportive dice, the ſwallows fly ! 


My goats, ſecure from harm, no tendance need, 

While high on yonder hanging rock they feed : 

And here below, the banky ſhore along 

Your heifers graze : and I to hear your ſong 

Diſpos'd. As eldeſt, Hobbinol, begin; 

And Lanquet's under- ſong by turns come in. 
HOBBINO L. 

Let others meanly ſtake upon their ſkill, 
Or kid, orlamb, or goat, or what they will; 
For praiſe we ſing, nor wager ought beſide : 
And, whoſe the praiſe, let Geron's lips decide. 

LANE T. 
To Geron I my voice and {kill commend : 
Unbiaſs'd he, to both is equal friend, 
GERON. | 
Begin then, boys, and vary well your ſong; 
Nor fear, from Geron's upright ſentence, wrong, 


- 


FASTOKEALS 31 
A boxen haut-boy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, 
All varniſh'd and with brazen ringlets bound, 
I to the victor give: no {mall reward, 

If with our uſual country pipes compar d. 
HOBBINOL. 

The ſnows are melted, and the kindly rain 
Deſcends on ev'ry herb, and ev'ry grain 
Soft balmy breezes breath along the ſky : 
The bloomy ſeaſon of the year is nigh. 

> LANQUET. 

The cuckoo tells aloud her painful love ; 
The turtle's voice is heard in ev'ry grove: . | | 

The paſtures change, the watbling linnets ſing: 

Prepare to welcome in the gaudy ſpring 

os H OBBINOL. 

When locuſts in the fearny buſhes cry, 
When ravens pant, and ſnakes in caverns lye ; 
Then graze in woods, and quit the burning plain; | 
Elſe ſhall ye preſs the ſpungy teat in vain, 

| | LANQUET. 

When greens to yellow vary, and you ſee _ 

The ground beſtrewd with fruits of ev'ry tree, 


And ſtormy winds are heard; think winter near; 


Nor truſt too far to the declining year. 
HOBBINOL. 
Full fain, O bleſt Eliza! would I praiſe 


Thy maiden rule, and Albion's golden days. 
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Þ | Then gentle Sidney liv'd, the ſhepherds friend: | 
; © | Eternal bleſſings on his ſhade attend! : 8 
1 . LANQUET. 
Thrice happy ſhepherds now ! for Dorſet loves | 
| The country muſe, and our delightful groves ; 
1 While Anna reigns, O ever may ſhe reign! 
'if i And bring on earth a golden age again. N 
1 15 enen | | 
| | | I love in ſecret all a beauteous maid; | 
| And have my love in ſecret all repaid. 
This coming night ſhe does reſerve for me: 
ä Divine her name; and thou the victor be. 
1 1 LAN ODU ET. ; 
'F Mlild as the lamb, and harmleſs as the dove, 
i True as the turtle, is the maid I love, 
How we in ſecret love, I ſhall not ſay, 
| Divine her name? and I give up the day. 
_ +: | HOBBINOL, 
| | Soft, on a cowſlip bank, my love and I, 
{ff Together lay: a brook ran murm'ring by. | 
iN A thouſand tender things to me ſhe ſaid, | 
| | And Ia thouſand tender things repaid, 
| | LANQUET. | 
4 | In ſummer ſhade, beneath the cocking hay, : 
iF What ſoft, endearing words did ſhe not ſay ? 
| | Her lap, with apron deck'd, ſhe kindly ſpread, 
| And ſtroak'd my cheeks, and lull'd my leaning head. 
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AS TOR AL S. 
HOBBINOL, 


Breathe ſoft, ye winds; ye waters gently flow; 
Shield her, ye trees; ye flowers around her grow; 


Ye ſwains, I beg you, paſs in filence by; 
My love in yonder vale aſleep does lye. 
LANQUET. 

Once Delia ſlept, on eaſy moſs reclin'd, 
Her lovely limbs half bare, and rude the wind: 
I ſmooth'd her coats, and ſtole a ſilent kiſs, 
Condemn me ſhepherds, if I did amiſs, 

> HOBBINOL. 

As Marian bath'd, by chance I paſſed by; ; 
She bluſh'd, and at me caſt a ſidelong eye: 
Then ſwift beneath the chryſtal wave ſhe try'd 
Her beauteous form, but all in yain, . to hide. 

2 ' LANQUET. 

As I to cool me, bath'd one ſultry day, 
Fond Lydia lurking in the ſedges lay, 

The wanton laugh'd, and ſeem'd in haſteto fly, 
Yet often ſtopp'd, and often turn'd her eye. 
| HOBBINOL, 8 

When firſt I ſaw, would I had never ſeen, 
Young Lyſet lead the dance on yonder green; 
Intent upon her beauties as ſhe mov'd, 

Poor, heedleſs wretch, at unawares I lov'd. 
LANQUET. 


. 
* 


When Lucy decks with flow'rs her ſwelling breaſt, 
And on her elbow leans, diffembling reſt ; 
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34 | PAST GRA ES. 
Unable to refrain my madding mind, 


worth my care 1 find, 
HOBBINOL. | 
Come Roſalind, O come! for without thee, 
What pleaſure can the country have for me? 
Come Roſalind, O come! my brinded kine, 
My ſnowy ſheep, my farm and all is thine. 
LANQUET. 
Come Rofalind, O come! here ſhady bow'rs, 
Here are cool fountains, and here ſpringing flow'rs. 
Come Roſalind: here ever let us ſtay, 
And ſweetly waſte our live-long time away. 
12 HOBBI NOL. 
In vain the ſeaſons of the moon I know, | 
The force of healing herbs, and where they grow; 
There is no herb, no ſeaſon, may remove 
From my fond heart the racking pains of love. 
LANQDVEY. 
What profits me, that I in charms have ſkill, 
And ghoſts and goblins order as I will; 
Yet have, with all my charms, no pow'r to lay 
The ſprite, that breaks my quiet night and day. 
5 HOBBINOL. 
O that like Colin T had ſkillin rhymes, 
To purchaſe credit with ſucceeding times 
Sweet Colin Clout ! who never yet had peer, 
Who ſung thro? all the ſeaſons of the year. 
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PASTORALS. 
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LANE. | 

Let me like Wrenock ſing; his voice had pow'r 
To free the clipſing moon at midnight hour: 

And, as he ſung, the fairies, with their queen, 
In mantles blue came tripping o'er the green. 

GERON. 

Here end your pleaſing ſtrife. Both victors are; 
And both with Colin may in rhyme compare. 
A boxen haut- boy, loud, and ſweet of ſound, 
All varniſh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 
To both I give. A mizling miſt deſcends = 
Adown that ſteepy rock : and this way tends 
Yon diſtant rain, Shore-ward the veſſel firives 
And, ſee, the boys their flocks to ſhelter drive, 
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